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PREFACE. 



It were an impertinence of words to particu- 
larize the several points wherein the Drama of 
the Bride of Abydos varies from the Poem — 
That Poem — so exquisite and so peculiar, once 
read, must be ever recollected with distinct- 
ness, and the interpolations of the Dramatist 
will, at a glance stand self-declared, like ordi- 
nary sculpture eking out some glorious frag- 
ment of the Antique, the marbles jcpatching not 
yet joining with a tolerable cement. 

Thus for simply let me state, in excuse of 
those interpolations. In the original, the cha- 
racters and incidents, though admirable all 
were not efficiently numerous and busy, to 
supply the material of a stage representation 
continuing for three, hours. A certain acces- 
sion of persons and of actions therefore ap- 
peared to me indispensable, but my quest after 
such was made in quarters most congenial to 
my theme. 
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It is true, that in pressing Abdallah upon 
this active service of the Scene, I have com- 
pelled a spirit in Elysium, apt to put on afresh 
that mortal coil, which Lord Byron had per- 
mitted him to shuffle off previous to the com- 
mencement of the story ; yet clothed as he now 
is, in perfect fleshy substance, he can scarcely 
be deemed an improper associate for the family 
party of Abydos. 

The catastrophe of the Poem, so magnifir 
cent in its melancholy— so appalling in its 
horror, was altogether unfiitted for a dramatick 
purpose. An incident from the Corsair was 
made the substitute. This, as I fcike it, 
t lough a liberty, was not oil outrage. I but 
v ntured to change the position of the harp, the 
hi nd of the same master continued to sweep 
its strings. 

In a word, however, my attempt has been 
sui cessful in performance. Is a modern May 
wo) th a more elaborte excuse? If the Reader 
th.ii k so, e'en let him condemn ad libitum; for 
I an unprepared with any better delence. 

WILLIAM I HMOND. 
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SCENE I. 

The deck of Mirza'* Ship. Dawn juit breaking: 
Some (jf th* «rev vpqn mtck- 

ijUARTETTO. — Muley and VkeJhrath Watch. 

Gonem. What sound* oft the wa>e t 

ChebM — — Ti« the d*sh sheer 

Thrt swiftly «ud strahgly il piled* 
Gonem. Now newer it Strikes at it from ttMf 

Shore, 
Chebid. MoredoieJlyf 
Gonem. ■ Y et newel ; 

CA«Wd. - — t-fi.it. retts *t our side J 

voice from U* bHt b<4i*.tk* 
Muley. Ho! Gotorodt*, the Vtitttf «<ifce MtfT 

not*; 

Omnej. "F* Motey fa* «U*t»0'e* 4* *»k JMtt 

A. stringer mounte with him f 

C4**tkcr Pirate 0s*Mn 9 M«tt<m mUmP/rim th* 

Muley. ^-AfrifBdttt|«hg«Wf 

Qmncs. Fr*nk w*h»«ne» be it itaft tke iofltftf (1* 
wwt! 
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!V£irza enters from his cabin, and makes a sign of 
recognizance to Hassan, who rushes forwards, and 
prostrates himself at his feet. 

Hass. My prayer, ray wearied prayer at last is 
heard — 

Blest be the hour, that Hassan lives to clasp 
These knees — to press once more this sacred hand ! 
Mirz. Rise, rise thou matchless truth I rise to this 
heart, 

Whence time and space could ne'er divorce thy 
friendship. 

( He motions to the crew, who instantly disappear.} 

Oh ! I would ask, but dare not— Hassan ! speak. 
Hass* He lives — Yea! bravely, virtuously lives — 

Unconscious, of his destiny, he serves 

Its high decrees — the secret favorite 

Of disposing stars he lives* foredoomed to win '* 

A jjeople's blessing and a herd's fame. - - 

Mirz. To Allah and his prophet, boundless thanks ! 

He lives ! my years of pilgrimage are paid—? • 

The wild- distresses of a rover's life ; 

My ventures, 'scapes, my peril and my pain, 

Want, contumely, disgrace and exile ; all, 

Yea! all are paid in that extatic sound 

4 He lives /' but doth the tyrant— say, doth Giaffier — 
Has. Within his Haram, like a prince he rears, 
And still deludes him with the name of son, 
His spurious issue by a Christian ^lave. 
But with a jealous eye the tyrant scans 
His budding virtues ; hides him from the troops; 
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To soft unwariike slotK devotes his youth, 
And bars his ]!>ath to enlerprize and glory. 

Mir. Ah! bends his spirit to such artful yoke ? ' ♦ 
Has. As eagles do, whose mighty wings are 
prisoned ; 

Beat against bars which intercept the sun, 
And scorn the tyranny -they cannot break. 
But say, dear Lord, to ease ray wonderipg soul; 
Why meet we here ? Why for Abydos steers 
The pirate Mir za 2. in. our very bay, . . 
Why moors his bark? and rashly streams his flag 
> In sight of turrets where his foe-man rules ? 

Mir. Kind Hassan rest thy fears, nor pirate flag 
Now marks the banished Mirza to his foes, . 
Nor warlike' swarms here point the'thteat'ning gun,* 
But commerce feigns to load a peaceful deck. * 
At silent midnight wife my anchor dropp'd^ - 
And dark .and secret sped the slave who sought thee, 
I tell thee, Hassan ! when Abydos wakes-rr 
And now her minarets are flushed with day,; 
Some wandering trader shall my sail be'deem'd, 
Unguess'd by landsmen's eyes how wild a freight^' 
>- Such meek disguise some few brief feours we ;wear, ? , 
Then let the-pfophet shape his* own decfee! . f / 

Has. -Are vengefcrioe; justice, freedom then so near ? 

"Mir. Or my impatient ho^jes deceive*, the reign" ' 
Of usurpation dawns it!s latest day. '».•:.. 
That sultan^ Whose abused ear, false Giaffier 
Had ynXM frauds )possess'd, at length is dead. 
And Amurath, the* gracious find the just. . , • 

Succeeds. :Ye?i ? AurauVath, j^y earjy friend^- . ', 

The comrade of my youth in war; already 
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My strange, fpe&tful hfeknjr 
My prince, with generous indUgmikttr hears." 
And how, e'en wo*p— the thundered leddfAing.atpi 
f s *ijd pois'd for instant launch jfl>e feoty 
That }wls oppressjpn from its seat of power, 
And frees Atydt* from a tyrant* yoke* 

Has. Oh! to the great deliverance, m^y this art) 
Conspire ! I yfcjt hav* friai*d&-~eVn in 
The tyrant's pabtfti hwatht $0me burnjng aoufe, 
Who curse the tamer fete «Mnttia*d$ tfefem «arve. 
Say, phkli 1 Tp*fm1bpm 1 

(A, whistlejfcam thz boqt.) 

Mir. «■» ■ uf faadfcl that signal warn* 

Out com^ise to be briaf-~lighi spreads ap^ce, 
And ga^t$u*ptp«» wakes with day-idQh! yet 
A thousand que^ioms labour at my,heart<!< 

Ha$, Speak your high *iU~fram me iqust Sdfm 

Mir. thoti fried friends 4«> tbftH PUfgWfS his 
tfiitid 

To tweet the fttwryri the pteair^hour*--: 
Re?e*l *fe toitfh v des cribe his father's love : 
Next hint tfeat father's Jai*mUbk fell— 
Vtm^Hh«w Mma ; — phm|t rf i *H Mes^ 
Thm* twenty yearn h*th eKirttar^ loathe and tag* 
fn righteous v^ngta^ ^ At^lafc^,WJN»g^ 
Jlprp clotelty .tafc^ ftftr tatftJN* e*r Aeyf^ 

Again thou ? rt stirtvmon i a ; na£ at sunset hdtft, 
($ {he }pne f^ve t^i^^ ftie haram wg|l. 
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There meet we next — thither young Selim lead- 
Aye ! that lone caye at sunset. Friend, farewell ! 

[Pirates belonging to the bout reappear. 
They, separate; Hassan to the boat and 
Mirza into his cabin. The Boatswain 
springs hh^histle, and the pirate crcz&? 
as rousing from their hammocks, rapidly 
tnuster upon deck. 

C&oiiu*. 

Arouse, arouse, and arouse ! 

From slumber and night, 

To action and light ; 

The grey mist flies 

And Eastern skies, 
Are dappled with azure and red, 

Where the last wave flows, 

Buds a garland of Rose ; 

Nqw the flowers unfold 

They brighten to gold. 
Ah.! — 'tis morning's merry young head, 
Arouse ! Arouse ! and Arouse ! 

[In the, copr*e qf the chorus the crw betake 
themstfves to the various morning labours 
of a seaman's life; climbing the masts, 
repairing the ^JWft, 4*- fyc. The 
d/mfsfiecomfs perfect, and the action qf 
the characters general, when the sce?ip 
f loses.'] 
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SCENE II. 

The Asiatic bank of the Hellespont on the European 
side. Hero's tower is perceptible. St.lim hading 
Zulieka, suddenly emerges from a ct/press grove 
on one side of the stage, end when he reaches the 
open space y pauses in enthusiastic contemplation of 
the scene. 

Sel. Oh ! that the blissful now might stand for ever ! 
Earth crown'd with bloom and glittering in dew — 
High heaven's illimitable arch — all glory ! 
And ocean, as God's glass, reflecting each — 
Perfection new ! and beauty infinite ! 
Thus, from this searching point, at dawn to gaze, 
Encircle with free arm Zulieka's form, 
And pour delighted eyes o'er boundless space — 
'Tis extacy ! said I not rightly, sister ? 
u Ah! that the blissful now might stand for ever !" 

Zul. What Selim would, be still Zulieka's wish, 
So he but smile, her heart's desire is full. 

Sel. Nay, mark ye, dearest, how the Hellespont 
All moan and murmur, like complaining love, 
Cuts with divorcing tide two worlds in twain, 
And heaves its chrystal tribute to the deep- 
That deep, that beauteous^ dark-blue southern deep, 
Gemm'd with k thousand perfiimed isles, and girt 
By greeriwobd shores of eveVlastirtg spring, 
Where nature rocks the cradle of her joys, 
Plucks the restraining zone frbm beauty's breast, 
And steeps creation in a dream of love. 
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ZuL Aye ! but yon tower, yon hoary, time-worn 
tower— 

Methinks by moonlight sweeter 'tis to watch 
Its ancient shadow length'ning o'er the wave, 
Than gaze on pageants of the gaudy day. 

Sel. Tis Sesto's tower : from yon grey battlement 
The maid of Europe waved love's purple lamp, 
And lur'd the venturous Asian to his fate. 
Happy Leander ! lost thine earthly spouse, 
In that dark hour divinely didst thou wed. 
Oh ! with thy drowned limbs would these were 
'gulph'd, 

So like thy fate, thy fame were mine. Death was 
Thy priest, but Immortality thy bride ! 

ZuL Thou kindless Seliml while life's healthful 
blood 

Runs freshly in thy form— that form so brave ? 
Wilt envy him, whose bleached wreck of man 
In an unfathom'd sepulchre lies whelm'd ? 

Sel. .But whose rernember'd name, spurns death 
and time, 
And in eternal tenderness of sound 
Fills earth and air with minstrelsy and love. 
A thousand harps record Leander's fate, 
Ten thousand maids rehearse the lover's lay, 
And ocean's self, when midnight storms are up, 
Still pours on fancy's ear his drowning cry. 

ZuL So young to perish ; sure 'twas pitiful ! 

Sel. Oh ! in warm youth to spring at fate and 
win 

For hours of breath whole years of memory. 
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More worth such brief but beaming span, than kit 
Dull darkling wilderness of vulgar days, 
Who dreams unnoticed thro 9 a patriarch's term, 
And creeps at last from palsy and decay, 
To mere oblivion in a nameless tomb. 
Allah ! be mine the grave that's digg'd in May, 
So to late winter, laurel bloom around ! 
"Zul. Why chafes my brother? Is not pet** 
content ? 

"these Haram bounds to me seam Paradise 
While Selim shares them—why not such to thee? 
" Sel. Thy sex is in thy speech. Down the calrat 
stream, 

By sunbeam lighted and the zephyr fann'd, 

Let w6man's gentler spirit glide. But, oh ! 

ttot man, the broad rough surge at midnight hour, 

Lightning's red blazon and the pealing storm! 

Gods ! must 1 wear this image of a man, 

Yet never prove it by one daring deed ? 

Burning for action, must I stretch these limbs . 

In endless indolence on perfum'd silks, 

While tinkling fountains and a lazy-lute 

Lull all the nobler soul in lethargy ? 

Debasing softness and detested ease ! 

Can patience brook it ? Camps md the glooms waf 

Call other youths, but still toSelim'sear 

No trumpet speeds the summons of the brave. 

No stirring sounds of greatness or ambition 

Rouse bis dark spirit from its moody trance. 

But in life's May, a blighted plant he droops, 

Choak'd by close ihad»*n4 wiftmng ere 'tis blown 
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jSul. What if our sire bars thy too eager- step 
From danger's walk, is not his caution, love ? 

Sel. His love ? No, dear Zulieka, no— his hate ! 
Ne'er did a Father's loye on Selim beam 
One smile of nature, , frowns^ heart-chilling frowns 
Rebuke, and glances more unkind thanwofds, 
Have been from infancy my bitter meed ; 
But he loves, thee Zutipka .! for that love 
I can revere him as a parent still. 

t %ul. Bless thee, my Selim, for that kindly pledge ! 
Our sire shall bless thee too, nay sooth ! he shall, 
For round, that rugged heart of Giaffier 
I know to wind me with so soft a coil, 
The rock grows, human and dissolves in kindness. 
Thinkst thou I'll touch nosoften'd chord for thee ?• 
For thee, my brother, friend, Zulieka's all! 
Prythee unknif 'that brow, a frown there still P 
Come let me smooth it with a Sister's kiss, 
And steal, the little lines of care away. 

Sel. Myown jpiict only ^jo^ ! In life's wide Iraste 
Kind Angels planted thee, a .lonely flower, ... , 
To teach me jEartfj had resting place for man ! 
Wert thou 1 torn from me,. Hope itself were slain, 
And I, a pilgrim of the homing sand, 
Whom nb green palm, no gushing fountain cheers, . 
But desolation cirples witfy despair* 

The fit M ant beat fyflhe Tambour i$> beard. 

# ZuL The (lefep tambour is beaten ; Selim, speed — 
* 'It warns of tlie Divan's approaching hour, 

Let not our Fatter miss thee from his throne. 

C 
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Enter Zobeide and Oneiza. 

Zobei. Lady ! the morning drum beats lustily, 
Twill rouse our sluggish keepers of the Tower, 
And soon will chace be up for truant feet. 

Sel. I leave thee, dear one ! but with grudging heart 
To count by moments out the hour that parts us, 
Till policy have made its weary round ; — 
Then with how light a pulse, my soul returns ;— 
From Courtly jargon and the Statesman's craft 
To social converse, liberty and thee ! 

[Exit Selini. 

Zobei. Say, Lady , >vilt thou wend the Haram path ? 
The waking slaves will miss us from the Tower, 
Black Hassan then may chide us as for fault. 

Zul. Zobeide, not so, that Hassan's grimed beast, 
Holds heart as clear of spleen as Childhood's dreams 
The ebon casket of an unflaw'd gem. 
Sooth ! Selim's plaint hath made my spirit sad, 
And I would wander further till it cheers, 
Rest ye below, I'll climb yon myrtled rock, 
And muse in solitude, there, while I stand 
And bathe my forehead in the living breeze, 
Lift quaintly to mine ear, some minstrel spell 
By Persian Hafiz, or our Mejnoun cast. 
Twist thought's discoloured clue thro' fancy's loom, 
Till each dark thread the Rainsbow's tint assume, 
'Till Poet-dreams tlie kindling soul o'erpower,.- 
wild Romance reign Lady of the hour ! 

[Exit Zulieka. 
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* Romance. — Oneiza and Zobeide. 
Oneiza. 

My Lore is gone to Iriambol^t 
And waters wide between us roll ; 
Whene'er his mouth in smiles would curl, 
Thro' coral peep'd Balsora's pearl 
Whene'er his eye the soul would tell, 
It's glance out-beam'd the young Gazelle ; 
But ah I he's gone to Islambol, 
And water's wide between us roll ! 

Zobeide. 

I 'spy a young horseman who rides from afar 
He shines in his speed like the flight of a star ; 
The tramp of his courser, speaks fear to be late 
*Tis he— the lost lover — he beats at the gate ! 

Duett 
The Guests invite ! 
The Chambers light! 

The bridal veil prepare i 
The Guests have met 
The Feast is set, < • 

And oh ! — the Bridegroom's there ! — 

SCENE III. 
Giaffiee in Divan.— Selim nearest to his seat. 

Giaff. The Virierfallen, and my friend's disgraced !< 
By Allah ! but this new apown'd Sultan wields 

* This subject is from the Persian Odes of Hafiz. 
t The Turkish name for Constantinople. 
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The Despot's sceptre with a Veteran's hand,— 
Send grace arid pardon 7 to my mortal foe, 
Mirza the Pirate ?— ha !-^Mdst tW not so ? 

Mur. So ran a murmur, ere I left the Court. t 

Giaff. That Ocean Robber! whose inveterate prow 
Hath vex'd Abydos thro' an age of wrongs— . : 
For twenty years eten, since Abdallahy fail v •-, * 
That Pirates arm hath wrought ihe bane and shame, 
Captured ray galKes— trampled on my .flag, 
Heap'd chains upon my friends, and freed im^ slaves — 
Yea! an unhealing curse his. name to mine. 
Pardon for him} — no— by the Koran — no — 
A Sultan pardons, but the Pacha dooms; 
Were not my wrongs rehears'd to Amurath }''.'' 
Didst thou npt warn him of my just complaints ? 

Mur. Dread £ord, I ventur'd all— but with afrow*> 
The Sultan crossed my speech — then sternly cried, 
" Bid the proud man thou-stykft Abydos Lord, 
" Remember how he gained JmPaehaiick, . 
" And ere he charges other?, cloiu^himself,' ' . 

Giaff. So valiant in lus threat^tis timely given — 
Ha! let the scornful Amujath beware; • 
A subjects arm ere now hath shaken thrones,' ; 
More filTi^iiifc^ wd jaaine's a-scymetary 
The battle's boldest front hath felt and quailed ! 
If I must fall, an empire to its base, 
Shall reel'and topple with the desp'rate shock, 
No parley for the means ; I know my coarse, 
Hence ! clear the Chamber ! Hassan I thou remain. ". 
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The Divan dispeixtti Hassan attd'Swuiu dr* leftK 
Giaffier coirtctjbr&art wifo 

Giaff. Ndw Hassan, when the Corridor's are clear'd. 
Lead from her tower, my child jZiilieka, hither, 
Ilass. biread'Lprd t the slaves who guard 'the Ha- 
ramGate, 

But now reUteQ; While they slept secure" 
Their sportive* mistresk nad in secret pass"*d : 
Thro' the clote boweff&nd down the sands they seek 
her; Ki 

Giaff? Thou 1 heed$£s guardian ! this thy boasted 
care? 

Zulieka flown! woe to the CSttiflPs Head,' 

Whose eye but meets my daughter's face unveil'di 

Sel. Father if feutf Be here, that fault call mine. 
Nor blame master, n6t hef sable guide ; f ; . 
Insooth sotoT^lily ^thrmAWihg shoQe 
I rous'd Zulifeka (ibh nef cbudi of 'slde^;' : 
Youth treads trfth feathVr'd ftot, r u*nseeri* unheard; 
We pass'd,' m&de bic&n 5 , Earth and A 4 ir bur tfvv n, 
And worship'd nature in her holiest hour T * 
Oe'rrock and stfrid'my Sister w&nderYytt: J 

Giaff. Thoii poling ix>y ! But I'll hot vraste on thee, \ 
Hasaan! if th'us ai^ain J Zulieka stray ^ 1 
Look to thy fread^' 'tis hostage for Jier feet, 
Produce her swift! This hour decides her fate. 

Mass. Pacha X to hear, is to obey, 

Giaff. Yet soft ! 
Rebuke not thou my. child, jnaxk ! no stern look 
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To fright her gentleness^by me alone 
Her fault be noted and herduty told. 

• [Exit Hassan. 

Giaffier pacing the stage in agitation. . 
Had sjhe been lost, what hope had rested here ? 
My dark soul blanches at the frightful chance. 

Sel. Why chafes my Father ? sure, no mighty fault, 
The shore was solitude, no step profanes it ; 
No eye overlooks it, save the Ilaram guards. 

Giaff. Son of a slave ! thy Christian mother's blood 
Runs single in thy veins and manhood scorns thee. 
Thou, when thy slothful arm should grasp the brand, 
Curb the barb'd steed or hurtle with the lance, 
Must pore where babbling waters flow, and muse 
O'er dew drops quivering on the Lily's leaf; . 
Shame and perdition on thy Recreant head ! . 

Sel. Allah ! have I deserved this killing taunt ? 
Plant me in danger's van, there Father, note , , 
If sloth or scruple, shame thee in thy son ! 

Giaff. Away ! thou braggart boy ! thy soul would 
shake 

Like age and palsy at a trumpet's sound, 
Thou'dst tamely stand and see thesfe battlements, 
By Christian cannon piecemeal rent, nay watch . 
The curs of Nazareth, profane our mosque, , , , , , 
Ere dare to strike, tho' Allah gave the word,. * 
A vaunt ! thou Grreek in soul if not Jn crped. , . 
Sel. Patience just Heaven ! no, patience /to the 
fiend ! 

Stand forth my slander'd soul ! A Sifts command 
Hath barr'd me ever, strictly bars me yet ; 
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From warlike venture and my youth's dear wish, 
That bar remove*-but speak, " my son, go forth," 
Had I a thousand lives, you'd see me fly 
To lose them all in one great grave of glory ! 
Nay, scorn not swelling words from bursting heart ; 
Grant but a sword, unpractised tho' this arm, 
And lightning's cleave me if I yield the gift, 
Ere I have prov'd its point against 

Giaff. Perchance 
A Father's breast ? ha ! traitor ! Ls't not so ? 
But that I know the miserable vaunt, 
I'd take thee at thy word, and arm that hand ; 
Ee'n tho' my own did first confront its blow 
In mortal strife, but thour't imposture all. 
Avaurit ! and ply the distaff not the brand, 
Ha ! stripling ! dost thou frown ? wouldst dare reply ? 

SeL (surveying Giaffier with indignant calmness) 
Pacha ! thou gav'st me life, a Father's word, 
Hath Heaven's power, albeit than Heaven less kind, 
The sons of Moslem know their Prophet's law, 
And I a duty passing everi death, — 
Yet Sire ! tho' gibe from thee I brook, and bow- 
Thus injur'd honor to the world declares, 
Let other voice than Giaffier's revile, 
And Selim's answer comes not from his lip. 

( Selim with haughty firmness turns ax&ay and leans 
against a distant pillar. Gia flier's eye rests upon the 
Youtk awhile in troublous incertitude, then ,is slowly 
withdrawn with hn expression of dismay.) ' 

Giaff, By Allah ! biit that frown hath chilli my 
heart, 
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A vengeful ghost glare^firom <be Stripling's eye, 
That haunts remembrance ^ill 1 half Could deem 3 — 
Never till now the fatal Kkeness rose 
So strong, so terrible! it awes, H quells nje."' " 
Much doth ray soul misdoubt yon wayward boy? 
Will one day work me danger br disgraci, 1 ' " ' , 
Curs'd be the houiri'Spar'd his infant life ! 
Worse than an Arab in my sight he- stands^— * ^ 
But soft ! I hear my own Zulieka*s voitfe; * 
Softer and sweeter than an lioufi*s hymn, 
It thrills my breast and tunes it iiito peace. 

(A strain of the gentlest music-swells, Zulieka led by 
Hassan, and followed by four female Slaves ^Enters. 
Her veil is lifted ,up by the zpomen and she pros- 
trates herself at Giajiers feet I / 

Giaff. Welco^ my .peri:! ever welcome herd 
Sweet as the desart'f jspring; to pilgrim-lips ; 
Just parcji'tf— such to my Jpnging sight art thou. 
Nor waft tlioscj lips*tp JVfcqfiak serine more thanks ; 
For life preserved, than I } l£r t|nne bpstow'dr-- . . 
Dear at. thy birth, ^Mtp^(a^ 4^er n^w ! 

\He raises Zv t hi&%fo ty.&f mbr*ce, mid 
motionf.tp ^Attendants to re^r*.}, 

ZuL Speak to me ever^Xlju^,, ^iul lock Jne ip: 
With such kind futyp% anjj strain jrnc iq thy Jftaf^ ; 
Then view njy ey.es^ whi^ stro^WDg fresh irith^s 
Kiss, off the x tea*s, ^d swe^r my, mother etmuk , i 
Rencw'd before ihgpl s father, wM» ttKM^fcaffit' 
My hwt^shrink^ in^^n^J kqpp witk feat v 
But when thou smilst ; as now my feU^rfcnilcs; 
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> That timid heart springs up to thy embrace 
Like floweii flbatbow their cups thro* stormy nign 
But lift them laughingly when dawn returns. 
; Giaff. ' 2ulieka! child of gentleness ! how lov'd, 
How precious to my soul, this hoiir must tell ; 
I swear thy presence is life's lonely joy. 
One happy planet in a sphere of cares! 
K thus to rtwet be bliss what grief to part ! 

ZuL Part J said my father ? sever from his child ? 

[Giaffier averts his face to conceal its 
emotion, but *be effort Jhik him, and he 
proceeds in a tone broken by sudden ten 

derhes*^] * - * u 

Giaff. If e'er I wept, 'twas in forgotten day* 
But nature thaws the fountain time had frozen, 
And tears will trickle now. ' ' : 

Zfc/.Ah! now it clears. 
Those files of savage troops ; those loud allah's, 
iThat crowd andf clamour in bd¥ courts of late, 
Their evit Aeciret now urtfblds. My sire ' 
Is sUmmon'd to the tentgd'field ; he 'leavers 
His child and home to range in foreign war? 

Giaff. No, my Znlifeka^ no ; thy sire fcmains ; 
Abydos still hip castle or his grave. 
But thou must turn like exfle from these towers, 
Forswear the pleasant taunts thy childhood Knew, 
knd pas6 for ever to a stranger's home. 

ZuL I, I, forsake Abydos? the* and 8elu*? 
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Giaff. So the thWart stars decree. Listen, my child ; 
I will not vex thee by a tedious tale. 
The how ? the where ? the whence ? be after themes* 
Learn this in brief, thy father's life's at bay, 
The Sultan hates me and complots my fall, 
Alone, my means were feeble to resist, 
But Osman, the fam'd Bey of Carasman, 
That mightiest, wealthiest subject Asia owns, 
Hath leagued his fortunes and his fate with mine ; 
United in the field, our arms shall roll 
Havoc and ruin on our firman's head. ^ 
This hour the chief with glittering hosts arrives, 
To save thy father from the curse of doubts, 
And bid him laugh to scorn the death-firman. 
One pledge ; one sacred pledge the Bey demands. 
'Tis a wild pang to yield thee ; yet I must 
Zulieka's bridal vow seals Osman mine. 

Zul. The bride of Osman ! Father, must this be ? 

[Selim, who has appeared lost in sullen 
abstraction during the first part of this 
dialogue, but has gradually been roused 
into attention by its progress, now rushes 
with wild impetuosity forward. 

Set. No! by the prophet, no ! Zulieka hold ! 
Disclaim the fatal vow — pronounce it not. 

Giaff. Thou frenzied wretch ! wilt rtish upon my 
rage? 

Sel. I reck not of thee, nor of human sway r 
Zulieka is the life in which I live ; 
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From this torn brain her hand al^ne can pluck 
The thorns a tyrant father strews & mad me ! 
Tear her but hence -this earth divides at onCe ; 
Her share of it is heaven ; mine tur^s to hell ! 
My sister! Angel! Hear! forsake m^ not! 

ZuL Selim, thou fright'st my heirt, our father 
means not. — , t 
Thou rash one ! feel my love in this ena^ace, 

Sel. Is it our last? Yea, sq a father ddbms. 
Bride of Abydos! Osman's bride ! farewell* 
Pacha ! no bowstring needs thy rebel son ; \ 
His knell is sounded in the nuptial song. \ 
Grief cracks the heart — his own hand digs hia^grave! 

[With the look and gesture of distraction 
he rushes from the chamber. A momen- 
tary pause ensues. The features^pf 
Zulieka express the terror of her so%. 
■ Those of Giaffieii are ghastly, with % 
deeper fear. \ 

. ZuL Speak to me father, or my spirits freeze, 
His. bursting eye-ball, and that parting threat.. 
Nay, let ra§ hear the voice of comfort swift !. 

Giaff. Thou trembling tenderness ! appease thy 

fears. .% \ 

A brawler's fit of frantic spleen — no more— 
But with such punishments, I'll tame the madman!-- 
ZuL {eagerly) For my sake> pardon him, I kneel 
to pray thee. 

. d 2 
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Thou sway'st my wM in all,; e'pn take^y ftfay'fr ; A . 

[Flourish of trumpets without 

Enter Mvrteza. 

Mur. Pacha! the march of Osman winds in sight* 
Now from theclose defile his squadrons rftoop, 
And stretch a line of glory o'er the plain. 

Giaff. {exuUingly) Thus ever come the bold 
Timariot bancjs ! 
The chief who weds him with Abydos' daughter 
Shon'd woo his bride, as heathens feign, their Jove 
Did Semele ; in splendour like the sun ! 

itfkr. Ne'er did our ancient Hellespont reflect 
In its blue wave a braver pomp pf war* 
Since the vain Persian at his fortune's noon 
Led half the tribes of Asia to its shores. 
-' Giaff. Prepare to meet him at tfoe eastern gate. 
Zulieka! to thy chamber—bid the slayes 
Outblaze the Indies when they deck thy form. 

ZuAe. {tremblingly) Sire ! is my doom pronounced ? 

Giaff. {with precipitation) —No parley now. 

This hour my flowing fortunes touch their height, 

And I must venture boldly with the tide, 

Or view it pass me never to return. 

Left at the ebbing hour a stranded wreck! 

Thou art the pilot-star by which I steer. 

My dhild, now prove thy duty, prove thy love! 

waves his hqnd with hurrying decision. 
Zulieka bows in timid acquiescence 
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and th'ty quit the sctW by opposite 
passages. 



S^ENE IV. 

jf Corridor in Ike Haram: 

Enter Hass.\v. 

Has. The powers of Osman in the tyrant's league! 
Tis an untoward chance, thut slrikes with death 
Our hopes jet green in bud— u oless oppos'd 
By blow as sudden struck from daring hands. 
In vain I seek young Selim, Yet this hour 
Must I instruct him, or our cause is lost. 

Enter Zobeide. 

Zobei. Speed thee, good Hassan to the eastern 
terrace. 

Our lady waits thee— theffe the ha ram slavfcs 
Are muster'd at the pachfeYc ill.- 

Has. Didst note 
Young Selim, in his father's train ? 

Zobei. Butnbw 
I pass'd him turning to the inmost court, 
That's left in solitude, he shuns i he crowd, 
Who gaze in watchful wonder i torn our walls. 

Has. (aside) The moment and the spot alike are 
apt; 
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Discretion guide me safely to their use. 

[Exit Hassan. 

Zebei. My fellow slaves can watch the warrior's 
march, 

With pleasured eyes, but mine would gaze thro' tears. 
In native Greece, when life and hope were young ; 
So gleam'd the Cuirass, so the banger's stream'd, 
And all was triumph, when the youth I lov'd, 
M urmur'd farewell and left our vales for ever ! 

AIR. 

Zobeidc. 

Dark tlie day of lover's parting, 
Dark to me as night that day ; 
O'er mine eyes when tears were starting, 
Hamet kiss'd their grief away ; 
And in softness murmur'd low, 
" Zoe mou sas agapo." 

Warrior— love ! long years have fleeted 
Since thy lips with mine have met, 
But the sounds those lips repeated 
At our parting, haunt me yet. 

Still I hear those spell-words.flow, 

u Zoe mou sas agapo!" 

[ Exit ZOBEIDE. 
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SCENE V. 

The principal gateway of Abydos. \ 
(The terraces and Verandah's around are crowded 

with spectators. The triumphal entry of Osman ^ 
Bey Jills the stage zoith all the glitter and parade 
of Oriental character. Osman alights from his 
Chariot. 

The train of the Pacha Giaffier, advance to greet 
the Strangers. The banners of Cardsman and 
Abydos intermingle, and the two Chiefs embrace in 
front %f the Stage. At that moment the females 
in the different Verandahs cast Chaplets of Palm 
and Laurel in profusion to the Soldiers. 
Chorus. 

Glory and grace to the twin-stars of war J 
May the light of their victories blazon afar, 
,Tillthe seven-hilFd city, crouch low in their beam ; 
And the hosts of their foemen dissolve like a dream ! ' 



The Curtain falls upon the picture. 



END OF ACT I. 
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ACT II 



SCENE I. 

* A quadrangle of the Rar/m with ajfruntjun in centre* 

§f,MU,Entert y and ftgoer***, the sfafe tqifh 
hm i Ld step, 

s - (Son, of a, si a vc" !-»*ye, • Wh the. kVlIin^ 

• *4 Son of a slave, and cp^rd/' such the titles 
A bounteous father showei s upon his son • 

. His injured, suffering, . un^mpjaining son ! 
Thou burning heart ! will brook this curse of shame ? 
By heaven's I'll dare some deed — desperate as wild 
A deed to terrify the ^eonflrjng, world, 
And fasten plagues upou the ^qul tliat scorns me ! 

: [ Triumphant music founds at a distant*. 
That insolence of joy ! it jars ! it mads me \ . ' 
Must Osman's praise— 2ulieka's bridegroom's praitt 
Pursue me even to th$ Haram's bounds -X 
Away to wildernesses — desart rocks — 
Away to sepulchre's, to t\y from man. 

(Selim is rushing of//, when Hassan meets him.) 

JIass. Stay thee youth ! whither wcmld'st thou fly? 

Selim. From.thoer- 
From all the human racer -from hateful life ! 

JIass. Thou rash antl headlong spirit ! pass me not 
I do adjure thee by no ivnimon spell— 
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Youth, in th&e arms thine infant slumbers oft 
Were cradled— '-yea ! frt pith was i&'tby limbs 1 : ' ' 
These arms have gently borne their helpless weight 
Speak Selim — lack they strength to stay thee how ? 

Selim. Thou venerable, good old man f I fell 
Upon thy neck and weep in penitence — 
Bear with me Hassan ! — wrong and foul reproach 
Have well nigh burst my heart and fired my brain 
Man's lip hath breath'd the plague-spot on my name 
^Phou know'st me— have I merited that word 
Of infemy ? — Answer ! 1 

If ass. What word my prince ? 

Selim. Coward— he calPdme coward t am I one? 

Bass. Who calFd I what lip of man, so far pre- 
sumed ? 

Selim. His! — Hassan his! — that only lip which 
might 1 r 

Presume ; yet stir with life for after speech — 

A father spoke it, and my dagger rests 

But my torn spirit — when shall that rest more ? 

Away ! thou cWst not Comfort ; let me sbun theef 
Etass. Despair not, words of mine may comfort yet 
Selim. Reverse, my rtatsd hdur; HI hear thee then 

But ere thou namest coriifort, tell my iiearC 

The Hood of Giaffier is not fts spring 

(Hassan grasps the hand of Selim and repeats 
with solemn, emphasis.) 

" The blood of Giaffier is not thy spring !" 

Selim* A mockbovbthee ? Fate's bitter cup is full* 
Bass. Youth, mark this brow, the silver sacredne^p 
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Of age is on it, and where time hath trac'd 
His lines so deeply, truth should still be read. 
With solemn earnestness of soul and speech 
Here I repeat, Allah attest my word ! 
" The blood of Giaffier is not thy spring !" 

( Selim receives the assurance in breathless suspense 
suddenly his eyes illumine with conviction and 
he springs forward with involuntary rapture.) 

Selim. Praise unto Allah ! praise and blessing ever ! 
" And thou, dear common parent, bounteous earth ! 
" Now first I sign thee with a filial kiss 
66 And rise in proud thanksgiving from thy breast !" 
Not son to Giaffier ! not born of him 
I hate and scorn ! A mountain's crushing weight 
Is shaken off my soul ; I breathe ! I live ! 
My chains are burst, and freedom stamps me man ! 

Hass, Repress these transports ; hear with caution 
still 

Selim. I guess the tale that anxious lip Y*ould add 
u Son of slave," was still the tyrant's scoff 
Audthou wouldst tell me his coarse gibe was true 
It strikes no jot of triumph from this heart 
Tho' he I spring from, were some drudging hind 
Scorn'd by the proud and pitied by the poor ; 
Or houseless heggar who for wretched alms 
Wandered from porch to porch and fed on scraps 
The rich man's lacquey cast in insolence, 
Nay, tho' an Arab outlaw were my sire 
Still would I bless my birth and shout aloud 
To list'ning land, and main, and firmament 
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u Praise unto Allah ! glory to the stars ! • • 
" I owe no duty to the man I hate". 

Hass. Selim! thou mistak'st ; wo We is thy birth, 
More noble e'en than his, that vain, proud chief 
Who dares to scorn thee. 
Selim. Kill not with suspense 
Disclose my father's name, his name of glory ? 

Hass. Misfortune's early cloud eclips'd its bright 
ness. 

And tears were all the honors of his tomb. 

Selim. Fell he in nature's course, or did the sword — 
My soul starts wildly ; ha ! did Giafier ? 
Hass. No farther question now, at sunset hour 
Meet me in private and all doubts shall close 
Another lip than mine must name thy sire. 
Setim. Another's sayst thou? whose? 

[Oiaffier speaks without, 

Giaff. Fetter the slave, and spurn him to my foot. 

Hass. No more ; away ! 
'Tis Giafier that comes, avoid his sight. 

Selim. No, my free soul disdains to turn ; the spark 
Of liberty hath kindled in my breast 
And never will I quench at earth-born man's 
Behest, a flame that heaven commanded first 
To glow ; tho' on his fraconing brow sate thunder, 
I'd meet my tyrant and defy the bolt. 

Hass. I charge thee, prudence ; Selim, think, my 
life 

The lives of all thy father lov'd, are now 
At stake — at sunset meet — till then beware t 
b 2' 
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Enter Giaffier, Osman, and Raids? followed by 
Guards, wJko drag Bensalla bptindi 

Giftffi Hy him with torture till his sfrtews crack t 
Thou wretched minion of a boastfiiHflttfc * ' ' 
Fire and the rack shall be thy fotfrntf** fee 
Dares the ungrateful A murat h io me ' * 
Dispatch his vain Firman ? bid me resign - 
My Paehalkk, and like an object ©reek 
Crouch at his footstool for the boon of life? 
Scorn and defiance blast him on his throne ! 
Thus like a Christian flag I rend his edict — 
Thus in the dust I tread its- vile remains, 
And thus my foot should trtimple on the neck 
Of him that sent it. 

Bens. Pacha, yet beware— 
I serve a lord who can, and will avenge 
All wrong* the humblest of his subjects bears. 
The royal Amurath awaits thy answer. 

Giaff. Thy head shall bear it ! 'tis a prompt reply 
Impale the slave alive ! then cast his limbs 
In quiv'ring fragments o'er the burning beach 
To bake and blacken ia the mid-day sun ! . 
Hassan ? — the. charge lie thine — look instant to'l 

Ueiw.^Great Amurath ! avenge thy servants fall. 

Giaff. Hence >vith the caitiff from my sight — away 1 

Hass. Your slave obeys, (aside to Bensalla in a 
hurried whisper) \ Be silent — there is hope. 

' . \Exeuut Bensalla and Hassan. 

Osman. The haughty Sultan now has thrown aside 
His last reserve, and ail his hate is told. 
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elk Giaff. I thank .the frankness which deftides my 

coune. 

k ! No parley now, the.scymetar is drawn 

And crimson be the scabbard when j sheathe 
It next, (perctmug Selim, who hasjiitherto Hood 
haughtily aloof.) How now! thou way ward, .was- 
pish boy. 

What fit of spleeny silence holds thee here ? 

Selim. I knew not meditation was offence. 

Giaff. That sullen nature rarely broods on good* 

Selim. True sir, injuries are an evil theme. 
— Giaff. Thy injuries ? presumptious stripling, think 

If duty sways thee, at an hour like this, 
Think rather of thy father's wrongs. 

Selim. I do. 

'Tis of my father, and my father's wrongs 
k This labouring; soul doth wildly ponder now — 

My injuries ? I give them to the winds ; 
My father and his doubtful fate, are all 
I reck of now. Am I not dutiful ? 

Giaff. A devil in thine eye, sneers at thy \\p 
Thou would'st deceive me ? ha! 
~ Selim. Not by my wjords — 

They are my heart's strict oracles of truth ; 
Be witness Allah ! for my father's wrongs 
Wrought by what hands soe'er, I here invoke 
The justice of the skies, and swear this aria 
Shall never slacken in its great revenge 
Till duty be fulfilled or life he lost. 
(Giaffier surveys the youth with an alarmed and scru- 
tinizing eye, and after a pause of hesitation, speaks.) 
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Giaff. I take thee at thy word ; thy late offence 
Is pardoned, thank thy sister for the grace. 

(Giqffier turns away in agitation to Osman at the 
word u Sister" — "-Se li m's frame appears eleetrified 
by some sudden impulse. 

Selim. (aside.) My sister — God's ! that word ; 
fate blots it out, 
Sister no more, but still Zulieka ; aye ! 
Zulieka still, my own Zulieka ever. 

Giaff. Boy, I present thee to this noble chie£ 
Who deigns to greet the by the name of brother. 

Osman. (advances.) Receive this hand youth, as 
my friendship's pledge. 

Selim. (recoils.) Your pardon gracious chief, we 
may not touch. 
Alas ! thou knowst not what polluted clay 
That lordly hand of thine is stretch'd to grasp. 
u Son of a slave and coward," here I stand ; 
So speaks the Pacha — who disputes his word ? 
Earth's mighty rulers mate not with the slave, 
And valour's gkrwing pulse perchance might freeze 
At the chill contact of a coward's palm. 
No, lord, embrace thine equals, I am base. 

Giaff. Curse on that stubborn humour ! was't not 
said 

" I pardon thee ?" That word was cure for all. 
Selim. (indignantly.) Thou mays't forgive, not so 
may I forget, * 
Breath gave the wound, but fails to heal it, sir ! 
With burning blush must coward stain this cheek, 
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Till foeman's blood as crimson dye this aim ; 
When deeds have purified my name from spot, 
When strife grows mortal ; Osman, ouly then 
May hand of Selim join with thine— yea, then 
Oh worthy claimant of Zulieka's vow, 
Perchance they're doom'd to meet and closely too, 
'Till that propitious hour, great chief, farewell. 

[Exit Selim. 
Giaff. (Irresolute for a moment^ and aside.) 
That look I again it wither'd me. Is't fear 
That shakes thus? shameful thought! Regard not 
Osman 

These green conceits of boyhood, let them pass ; 
Zulieka waits thee in her Haram bower. 

Osman. From walls of Paradise did Houris beckon, 
I'd bid the immortal tempters wait, and still 
Live human for so fair a child of earth. 

(To Hamet.) 
Hamet, see thou my treasures safe dispos'd. 

Giqff. Brief be thine hour of wooing Osman ! lutes 
At eve may tinkle to the. bridal feast, 
But trumpets claim thee with the morrow's dawn. 

[Exeunt Osman and Giqfier. 

Hamet. Oh ! that the battle-call already sounded, 
Come first the fray, and after hold the feast 

SONG. 

Hamet. 

My dying sire in battle slain, 
Cried, "boy behold this forehead hoary; 
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lit pulsed throb with joy, not pain . 

Thy Father liv'd, and dies for glory; , 
Swear thou to fell, as I fall now, 
Oh deeply pledge the awful vow. 
I grasp'd bifrkand, iifelt my tear, . 

Mickt broken sobfifihy oath was giy'n; 
. The struggling soul just pans'd to hqar ! 

Then hujst its bonds and sprang to heav'u, 
Sire— ^thron*d in clouds I greet th& riqw. 
And freshly pledge the awful tow: 

SCENE II. 
Zulielca's Apartments. 

Female slaves advance joyously, some with musical 
instruments, others employ themselves in disposing 
stands of flowers, while the centre ofthestagt is 
occupied by dancers who pursue each other Jbr the 
bridal veil, and by turns possess it — Zulieka in a 
glittering habit Enter*, during their Sports \nd 
reclines herself disconsolately. At the entifvf the 
dance the slaves dispose the veil into a Canopy 
above her, 

Zulie. Forbear ! and leave me J sports no longer 
please. 

(Slaves retire, except Oneiza) 
Onei. Lady ! have all your smiles like yesterdays 

Flown past and fleeted ne'er to be recall'd ? 
Zulie. Our smiles are handmaids to our joys Oneiza 

And pay no duty if the heart be *atL 
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Onei. But thine should be a merr y, tnirthftil heart, 
Or else 'twas fashion'd not in woman's mould. 
u What maid but smiles when fiist her lover kneels ? 
a Be sad upon thy wedding day ? were mine 
a So brave a destiny, I ne'er would sin 
*• Against kind stars, but thank ihem for their bounty 
a E'en as befits a brtde-^ would I might prove so. 

Zulie. I know the limit Moslem laws prescribe 
" To woman's weaker and dependant sex ; 
u Our hearts were given us to fiel not think; 
66 Love is our own, bnt not a choice in love 
u Man reasons for us, and decides our fate, 
*• The father governs till the husband rules, 
" And child or wife, woman is slave in all i 
* I ask not prophet if these laws be just — 

Eow'r calls them so — the weak must still submit." 

OneL What grief dear lady, waits a lot like thine? 

Zulie. Ah ! is't no natural pang to quit the home 
Where all my years have circled light and happy ? 
There's not a spot within these well known bowers 
But memory weds it to some fchildish joy — 
The birds that chirp and flutter round, 1 have fed 
Since they were nestlings from this hand, and now 
Their songs are as the speech of early friends. 
To leave that home, where all We know, and Iftve 
Remain, tho* for a day, -fere *otne regtoefc* 
But oh! to leave it hopeless of return, 
To teach the trembling lip, a farewell for elner,** -* 
And bidfcmd eyes of each dear object, take 
Their last, loMt gaze — Oh! thatuTagotoyl ■ 

F 
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She flings herself upon the Ottoman in a burst of 

OncL I know a tale of one, an Indian maid, 
Who thought like you, and yet she chang'd her 
thought. 

List, lady ! how in blythe Cashmere she dwelt, 
How the bold Tartar woo'd and won, e'en till 
The dove sat murmuring in the Eagle's nest 

ROMANCE. 
Oneiza. 

The warrior came down from his tent on the hill, 

To woo in the Yale of Cashmere ; 
Ah nay cried the maid with foreboding of ill 

And her cheeks, grew twin lillies of fear, 
But the sprightly young soldier had sworn her his 
bride; 

And scorn'd to be answered with nay, 
He clasp'd her and spurring his courser he cried 

Away to the mountain away. 
(Selim opens the curtains at the extremity of the scene 

unperceived — Canzade Enters in front at the same 

moment. 

Can. Lady ! a message from your father brings 
Permission that the Pacha Osman visit you — 
His slaves with bridal presents strew the court, 
And soon their lord will follow, 

Zulie. Rightly term'd 
Slaves call him lord— Zulieka, learn that word ! . 
I am obedient — teach me when to kneel. 
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(She rises and waves her hand hastily to the women, 

who withdraw 
My fete drives on me like the sweep of waves, 
All happy thoughts are wreck'd and buried in't. 

[Selim slowly advances — she perceives him. 
Selira ! Ah, I blasphemed, there's comfort still. 
(Zulieka is rushing involuntarily to embrace him, but 
with reproachful look and folded amis he silently 
repels her. 

Zulie. (after an apprehensive pause.) How! 
Frown so sternly, and avert his eye ? 
There's terror in that brow ; I've seen it scowl 
On Giaffier, but ne'er, oh ne'er on me 9 
Zulieka knew not Selim's frown till now. 
He frights me— yet I will not fear him — Oh ! 
Could I but dream it ? Fear my Selim ? never ! 
(She disengages a rose from the flower-stand next to 

her, and approaches the abstracted youth with 

timid playfulness. 
This rose, a message from the Bulbul bears ; 
Will Selinl search it ? how ! reject my flower ! 
What, sullen yet ? Oh, churl, it must not be; 
Why heaves that bosom with so wild a throb ? 
Thou gentlest, dearest, hush thy stormy cares 
A sire may hate — Zulieka loves thee still. 

Selim. Thou mays't not — love from Osman's wife ? 
girl! 

That love were stark perdition to my soul. 

Zulie. Is this the rankling thorn which chafes thy 
heart ? 

.Frown'st thou to part f Ah ! 'tis a kind unkindness ; 
f 2 
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But grieve not thou* be mine the single woe. 
These eyes no more may greet their native bowers, 
But thine the partners of thy childhood oft: 
The gates which lock a wife for ever in 
Hold not her kinsmen ont, and Osmah's halls 
Will claim ray brother as their frequent guest 

SeL Fire not my hrain Zulieka ! hush-thy speech, 
Thou Qsman's wife ! and I that Osman's guest ? 
Mate me with fiends in central darkness rather! 

Zul. Allah ! thy fury frights me, look less stern, 
Speak ! meant thy words this morning, more than rage 
And is this destined Spouse indeed thy foe ? 

SeL My direst, for he stands 'twtxtmcand Heav'rt, 

ZuL Enough! (She kneels with sudden fervour) 

By Mecca's shrine behold me swear, • 

An awful, deep, irrevocable voWj 
This hand shall ne'er be clasp 'd by Selim's foe, 
Nor suit, nor menace, danger, nor despair ; 
Not all a father's rage, nor e'en commands. 
From the throned Sultan thundering to destroy, 
Shall bend my woman's heart or break my oath ! 
Stand Heaven and Selim witness to my pledge. 

Sel. (bursting firth into enthusiastic triumph) 
Now, thou art mine ! for everj ever mine f 
That vow tho' sworn by one hath bound us both. 
Sire, Osman. Fate itself, divide us not. 

ZuL Part from my Selim ? wed me with his Foe ? 
And linger life away in dark divorce, 
From those dear eyes which beam lifes only light ?" 
First part myself, for thou art that self half. 
Selim K my Brother ! tenderest, dearest, best ; 
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u My Childhoods playmate, guide of growing years, 
u Rule of my thoughts, religion of my heart P' 
Time hath not seen, and ne'er shall see the^hour 
The living hour which makes our spirits twain ; 
Nay, when Death's angel strikes, his shaft shall doom 
Our hearts at last to undivided dust ! 
<SeL Well hast thou chosen, maid ! whose Ghoice 
hath sav'd, 

Perchance more heads than one, art mine entire ? . 

Zul. Wilt doubt the lip that never yet deceived ? 
Like tributary brooks that swell the main, 
I cast me all into thy guardian arms 
And lose the current of my days in thine. 

Sel. Zulieka ! Angel ! Day-spring of my soul ! 

ZuL Allah ! thy lips are flame, sure my cheek burns, 
At least I feel it blushing, loose thy arms 
Why clasp so wildly ? ah ! 'tis frenzy all. 

Sel. 'Tis love! free, uncontroul'd, triumphant l&oe ! 
Oh, killing bliss ! my feelings drown my words, 
I would, but cannot tell thee, yet. dear Maid ! 
Know, that thy Selim is not what he seems. 

ZuL Fright not with riddles, speak thy purpose 
clear! 

Enter Oneiza. 
Oneiza. Lady ! the Pacha Osman waits without 
And claims immediate audience of his bride. 

Sel. (eagerly) Zulieka! thou hast sworn, how 

holds thine oath ? 
ZuL (to Oneiza) I will not see him, word it as 
thou wilt 
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Onei. Deny his suit, who shall so soon command. 
Zul. When Osman may command, I'll know, my 
duty, 

But while I'm free, I will not antedate, 

A f lave's endurance, hence, dismiss the Lord. 

\Exit Oneiza. 
Sel. Bless thee Zulieka! for that pledge of faith, 
Oh! I could tell thee wonders, Tiine denies; 
A mystic cloud o'erhangs my fate, this hour 
It clears, this sudden hour demands me hence, 
Behold, already sunset fire6 the west, — 
Soon as yon sky a muffled widow seems ; — 
Meet me, tbou dearest ! at the Haram gate, 
Thou knowst I hold its ready key, say, " Yes," 
Then shalt thou know thy Selim truly as 
He is. 

Zul. " ' - To know him other than he seems 
Were grief. For oh, what change could mend such 
virtue ? 

Yet I will, yea ! will meet thee. 

Sel. Sacred pledge! 
Remember lore! at dusk ! that Haram gate, . 

Zul. Remembrance need not warn, my guide is 
Fate. 

Sel. Then what he truly is, be Selim known. 
Zul. Zulieka still unchang'd rests thine alone. 

( Exeunt separately.) 
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SCENE III. 

A CORRIDOR OF THE HARAM. . 

Enter Osman and Onbiza, 
Osman. Deny to see me, yet assign no cause? 
Oneita. She's sick, she's sad, she's any thing', 2 
maid 

Shall rarely lack excuses to be coy ; 

And lovers weigh not woman's light caprice 

By the stern rule that judges reas'ning man. 

Osman. The slight that wounds my pride inflame* 
^ my love, 

If once I languished, now I burn to see her ; 
Wear thou this jewel, plead my passion well 
And teach thy lovely mistress to relent. 

Oneita. I'll use my skill, yet dared I counsel give, 
I'd say, entreat her, spare the Sire's command ; 
* Our form's are man's by purchase or controui 

But his proud knee must bend 'ere hearts be won. 
SONG. 
Osmen Bey.. 
From glory's heights descending, 

I range the myrtle grove; 
War's wild delights suspending 
For beauty's smile and love. 
An hourie is the prize, 

Our prophet grants the brave ; 
The youth in war who dies 
His bride-bed hails the grave, 

Cold lips love's kiss uncloses, 
With warm delicious breath ; 

And showers of new-blown roses, 
O'erstrew the couch of death. 
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But ah ! be mine in life, 

The promise of the skies ; 
And Heav'n& blooming wife 

On earth return my sighs. \ 

[Its*. 

SCENE IV 

The Cave beneath the Hdram. • ? . 
The Hellespont flows beyond the* last of the ardfad 
rocks, of which it is composed, and the tide washes 
into the centre of the scene. The red glow of <fe- 
parting sunset streaks both sky and wave at the 
extremity of the perspective. Hassan Enters fa 
front of the stage followed by Selim. 

Set. Why hast thou led me to this bound of earth, 
Where the hoarse sea-flood graves thro 9 vaults of gloom. 
This cave hath ever been a den forbid 
To pious feet — here, gossip tongues report 
The deed of blood in darkness hath been done, 
And unclean spirits, and pale ghosts convene.; 
To worship Eblis with distracted rites, 
Why dost thou wave thy hand ? kind Hassan,, answer ? 

Bass. Youth! now the volume of thy fate unfolds 
And he who reads the past and future, greets thee. 
(Mirza slowly emerges from an inner cell, and paus- 
ing upon an elevatiou of the grovhd ; gazes t«- 
tensely upon Selim. 

Hass. Hail! lov'dand honoured! '(is the prosper- 
ous hour, 

Sunset and Selim meet thy search together ; 
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{Mirza continues his stedfast gaze. Selim as sway* d 

by involuntary feelings sinks on his knees beneath 

the penetrating regard of Mirza.) 

SeL Hail! thou unknown, jet venerated form ! 
Strange awe doth bow my knee and shake my heart, 
That ne'er hath bent nor trembled yet for man. 
I know not whether fate or nature mores 
TWs frailty in my soul ; but whilst I gaze, 
Methinksa prophet rises from the rock, 
Inspired and swelling with eternal will ; 
Thou gracious presence ! speak thy high behest? 
{Mir ua leans upon Hassan and advances slowly, when 

he approaches Selim, he extends his arms in bene- 

diction over him. 

Mir. The prayer that hath thro' twenty hoarding . 
years, 

Lain locked in thought, breathes forth its store at once 

And rains abundant blessing on thy head ; 

Rise to these arms which tremble while they fold thee. 

SeL What feeling ist that pains yet charms my soul I 
Your tears fall fast, I feel them on my breast 
When manhood weeps, tears speak no common care- 
Am J their cause ? that look declares I am, 
Reprove not thus with silence ! speak my fault 

Hass'i Selim! this noble stranger loves thee well, 
He shar'd thy Father's fate, he sways thine own. 

SeL Friend of my Father! let me bow his slave,— 
Stranger !• thai; claim dissolves my fiercest pride ; 
Oh ! speak for ever of that unknown site. 
What was my birth ? pronounce my genuine name, ' 
A soul cries out for knowledge, speak and save ! 
G 
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Mir. Collect thy noble spirit, stedfast stand, 
And meet thy fortunes with unshrinking port, 
Oft must thine ear have heard from rumour's tongue, 
The name of Mirza, Pirate of the Isles. 

Sri. Abydos terror, Giaffier's fell scourge. 

Mir. I am that Mirza, foe to guilt alone, 
Oppression's scourge, but shelter of the wrong'd, 
AbdallaKs injuries woke Mirza! s wrath. 

Se L That good and gracious Prince ! his fate was 
sad, 

From Harem slaves by Hints I've glean'd his story, 
Yet nought distinct deposed by Giaffier — 

Mir. Deposed and murder ed, aye, by Giaffier, 
Ee'n by a brother's hand Abdallah fell. 
Seiz'd by Conspirators at deepest night, 
Iri his defenceless slumbers seiz'd and dragg'd 
By felon hands thro' darkness, dragg'd e'en hert^ 
These blood-stain'd rocks beheld the deedaccuost; 
Yea, in this very cavern, Selim, hear it, 
The traitor's poignard pierc'd thy father's breast. 

Sel. Eternal truth! am I Abdallah's Son? 

Mir. Thou art that Son •> by the Usurper's fears, 
Not pity spared, and thro' a maze of frauds; 
Rear'd as the child of Giaffier and guilt. 

Sel, Oh! true-divining soul 1 now, «owti$ found 
Why at the villains voice, my blood hath chttl'd ; 
And shuddering horrors seiz'd roe at hi? touch, 
Twas righteous instinct, nature's own^lar^n !. . 
Oh! Tyrant! monster! execrable fiend !. 
He lives ! ray father's murderer lives, and ye* ., 
My dagger rests, now to the villain's, heart !. . 
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{Hassan catchet his extended arm.) 
Away ! no shrine shall save him from a Son's 
Revenge! I'd smite him in the mosque ! yea f though 
He fled for refuge to 

Has. His daughter's arms ? 

Sel. (Paralyzed by the sudden recollection.) 
Zulieka! Child of Giaffier ! thy Smy 
The wretch who murdered mine ! relentless fate ! 
What darker horror can the stare decree ? 
Maid thou wilt weep, thy snowy arms will fold me 
I must not see thy tears nor feel thy touch. 
This very rock I tread cries out " Revenge /" 
Here! here he fell ! blood welters round my feet, 
Blood calls for blood, a father's spirit calls ! 

Afit. (raising him) Peace totby storm of thoughts^ 
dear, pious youth ; 
Thy duty and thy love may both be saved. 

Sel. In vain, my father's murderer must not live, 
But oh ! by Heaven T s and nature's equal law, 
Zulieka hates the man who slays her Sire. 

Mir. Selim ! kind fate absolves thy hand from 
blood, 

The crime of Giaffier but damn'd him half, 
He pierc'd a brother's breast, yet fail'd to kill. 
Abdalllah lives! 

Sel. Eternal mercy ! lives ? , , 

Mir. Hear ; me ! presumed a lifeless corse, he fell, 
The murderer cast hijn in yon wave and fled ; 
But at that noon of night, life's angel sate, 
Iu watch among the stars, sigh'd lor his charge 
And breath'd compassion down upon the d^ep : 
b 2 '"'\ 
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Some boatmen rowing round these caves by stealth, 
Chanc'd on the floating form. A Pirates deck 
Restored the seeming dead to life and woe. 

Sel. But lives be still? breathe one, owe word and 
bless me. 

Mir. Selim I he lives ! , 

Sel. 1 kneel and do adore thee;!, 

Where may I seek him ? guide me to his arms ! • 

Mir. They open, .tremble, and invite thee, note.' 
Selim utters a convulsive cry of rapture, and springs 

from his kneeling attitude into the embrace qf his 

Parent. 

Hass. Victorious nature! here thy tiUnjph. *iew, 
In all thy dearest charities declar'd I 

Mir, Oh jaay lov'd lost one! art thou taioe again ? 
Thus could I clasp thee ever to my heart. 
And pay the longings of my banished years, 
With an embrace for each dividing hour. 

Sel. Have I a Father? magic frames the word, 
My heart ne'er felt its gracious sound till now ; 
But oh! what wrong, what ruin hast thou knpwu, 
It mads me! still must the oppressor triumph? 
No, by this burning soul ! Revenge ! Revengft! 

Mir. Thy cry is heard, these rocks provide the 
boon, 

Son of my bosom! start not at my speech ! 

Thy Sire, hath arms and friends and vengeance, near. 
Mirza winds a horn. 

The blast repeated by small echoes dies . away down 
the distant caverns ; suddenly a groupe of Pirate 
forms protudes from each aperture of the surround- 
ing rock* 
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Mirzb. Spirits of Freedom! Champions of the 
main, 

By oath my subjects, more my friends by love ; 
Who sav'd the drowning stranger from the wave 
And rais'd him next by suffrage as your chief, 
Ye ! who have sooth'd my sorrows, share my joys ; 
Abdallah pays the debt which Mirza owes, 
Asserts his title and declares his Son ! 
Placing Selim in the Centre of the Stage where the 
Pirates encircle him, with signs of homage 
Mir. Bold be your deed and glorious your reward ! 
Spears of the prophet ! Pirate lwrad no more ; 
Behold your Sultan's gracious sign ! 
Draws forth an Imperian Firman from his breast 
and displays it. 

Lo! here! 

AH trespass pardoned, banishment repealed, 
This night! so Amurath decrees! this night 
Restores Abydos to its ancient rule. 

Sel. My soul, Ambitious dream turns waking truth, 
My Father ! oh, that dear all-bounteous name ! 
Now bid me prove my lineage, plant my arm ; 
Where danger starts, and glory be the goal ! 
Hass. Prudence, by easier roads than valour guides, 
E'en now an army unsuspected marches ; 
Led by brave Omar in our Sultan's name, 
That halts ere midnight at the northern gate, 
Just when the tyrant in his pride exults 
When bridal tapers sparkle thro' the halls, 
And all Abydos, is in revel lost, 
Then one wild blow, surprise decides the hour. 
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Mir. Thou from the garden-terrace give the signal 
Then from these secret caves shall rise our band, 
And scatter firebrands round the haram bowers ; 
While flame and havoc scare the feasting foe, 
O'er the ungarded rampart, Omar mounts. 
And conquest haply grants its dearest crown 
Laurels unspotted by our Country's blood. 
Set. But oh ! Zulieka, in such fearful hour.— 
Mir. That flower be sheltered ere the tempest 
drives, 

Fly to herbewer, hither tare her steps, 
And the' my wrongs be deep, for her soft sake, 
Justice relents, and Giaffier shalllive, 
Day droopa apace, no moment may be lost ; 
Speed to the Harem, gain the gentle maid, 
Then swift rejoin me ne'er to sunder more, 
Come, let me guide thee thro' the-darkling path. 
(Sclim arrests his arm.) 

Sel. Soft! in the waves <fe«p shadow, underneath, 
Yon jutting rocks, with hush'd oar &eals a boat 

Mir. A friendly freight, last of my gallant rovers, 
The dusky* hour befriend them with the tide 
Thou, Muipy !■ teaoh youf comrades where to land ; 
Away ! deal Seliija I. yield this hour, to love. 

Scl. Arms and- my glorious birthright claim tht 
next. t - 

Mirza hurries Selim and Hassm through - tips pas- 
sage towards the . Haram. 

Bass i Solo. 
Boldly stretch your toiling oars, 
Here no adverse current pours ; 
Lo ! the grot where legends tell 
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Gouls and raging Afrits dwell.* 
Fate beckons from its haunted verge, 
And groans her summons o'er the surge ; 
Such bourne appalls guilt's craven slave, 
.But its horror charms the brave. 

Chorvs. 

We spring from the wave, with the terrible joy, 
Of tygers, who leap from their lair to destroy ; 
Each desperate hand, 
Grasping sabre or brand, 
Ere morning the blood of a foeman shall shed— 
This beach and this billow with carnage be red, 
And the vulture and wolf hold rich feast on the dead. 
During the Solo, boats crowded with Pirates turn the 
angle of the extremest arch and row up the cavern 
to the tides last edge, as their erews spring forward 
upon the Stage, the voices burst rapid!?/ into a wild 
and animated charus which reaches its Climaxjwhen 
Mirza reappears, the Pirates plant their blach 
Standard in centre of the Stagehand groupe around 
it in an attitude of devotion. A pause of silence. 
Suddenly snatches of Military music foint and 
distant/ penetrate into the Cavern from above* 
The Pirates look np and listen, then address each 
other in subdued tones. 

Chorus. 

Hark ! — Clanking arms and the spahis' tread, 
Thunder hollowly oe'r our head ; 
'Tis Giaffier turns from the mimic war, 
And seeks his halls by the twilight star ; 

* GmU and Afrits. Evil Spirits of an inferior class, who in- 
fest tarying-grounds of nighis, and burrow in snnterrcnean dent 
*yday. 
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The rout hath past, and the din is oe'r, 
Now all is hush'd save the deep tambour. 

Hush! hush! hush! 

The Characters form into a Picture of mute atten- 
tion and the drop falls. 



KKD OF ACT Ii. 
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ACT III. 



SCENE I. 

Zulieka's Anti-room. 

Enter Giaffier impetuously with Murtexa and 
attendants. 

Giaffi Away, ye slaves ! nor parley, nor excuse* 
Enter her Chamber, summons her before me ; 
Nay, were it from the mosque, I'd have her forth. 

[Slaves Exeunt through doors. 
My Child conspire to thwart me ! Judge me Prophet, 
Have I not wrongs might fire the tamest breast ? 

Mart. Yet curb your rage, perchance a maid's 
fond scruple, 
And not a daughter's' disobedience spoke. 

Qioff. WouhFst justify her fault ? It may hot be, 
Deny her presence at her Sire's command ; 
And bid the glonous Chfd£ who bore it, waft 
Like a base Greek despised at Chamber-door, 
To parley with her Slaves?' ungracious girl ! 
She knows my tenderness and dfetreS abuse it 
Vet no, Zulieka wrong nie f monstrous thought, < 
'Twas hasty spleen ; She toves btt *ffe too well. 
H 
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Re-enter Slave with Canzadb. 
Now answer swiftly, Comes my Daughter forth ? 
The Slave flings himself prostrate. 
Sel. Dread Lord! forgive my lip its forced report, 
Our Mistress secretly has left the Palace. 

Giaff. Measureless traitor ! death reward thy tale. 

(Giajjfer draws his Scumetar^ but Murteza catches 
his arm. 

Sel. My gracious master ! hear this female Slave, 
" If treason then seem mine, in act or thought ; 
" Pour on this wretched head thine utmost wrath." 

Giaff. (to Canzade) Where is my daughter ? swift, 
disclose her, or— - 

Can. Alas! I know not, but at twilight hour, 
Zulieka sought the lattice opening to the grove, 
I singly, followed, all was hush'd around ; . 
Sudden, from the deep dusk, a form emerged, 
That thrice with hasty beckon wav'd its arm — 
My Lady started , and dismissed me — : . 

Giaff. Speak ! — „ 
That form, thou knew'st it ? * ■ 

Onei. Not of our Haram guard, 
Yet clad in grins, from throat to knee, it seemed 
A thing of shining mail, across the shoulder, 
A white cloak loosely flowed, and round the brow, 
A crimson scfirf, was folded,— 'face I sawnot^ ; • 
But marked the figure welL 

Giaff. A Pirate's Gari^ . ? , ... \ { "„ . - 
What serpent shoots tts sting? 
{He leans tre^muU*u$ly uponhis^S 

Murf* i^ow noWf *qy Laid!. . ; , . M ; , 
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Giaff. My brain doth wildly rock, 'twas sorcery— 
The Fiend hath lur'd my inocent, not man — 
Prophet thy servant never quailed till now. 

Murt. If mortal be the foe, bis doom is sealed, 
Pacha ! a blessed chance secures thy peace! 
Unknown to Hassan, now, I lodg'daguard 
Upon the private gate, thro' which this morn, 
Zulieka trespass'd ; — flight on all sides barr'd, 
Whoe'er the wretch, our walls confine him still. 

Giaff. The Koran's in thy word — life, health, and 
hope; 

Pursue with torches, and by every path, 
Pursue and save her ! Oh! my Child! my Child ! 
Thou art not traitor, but betray'd. — Save her ! 
I'll drain my coffers to rewrrd your love! 

SCENE II. 

The Harem gardens, near the Gate* 

(Selim hurries Zulieka precipitately from a side 

walk towards the middle of the scene. 
' Set. Onward; thou deafest! quickly shun that path 
Here the close shades beskreen us, rest awhile, 
Yon guard will pass and then our steps are safe. 



ZuL No, Selim, no, a watch besets our flight, 
Hoatse voices challeng'd our retreating steps, 
Yet never guard did hold yon gate till liow. ' 




Allah ! what dark misgiving clouds my sdul ! r 
ZuL Why roll thine eyes around in search' so wild, 
h 2 
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Those muttering lips and ah J thy habits change 

Zul. I swear the livery of my fortune, sweet ! . 
Adventure's wild and chequer'd raiments these ; 
Said I not " Selim was not what he seemed>" 
This hour that should have cleared jny : fate, per- 
chance, 

Stains it for ever dark. — One tfrugglipg woid, 
Yet hear, Zulieka ! I am not thy brother I 

Zul. Thou pitiless of heart J recall thy word ; 
Aut one tie lingered as my bond to earth, 
And thou hast sunder'd it. — My father w^s.— 

Selim. (jalteringly) The foe of mipe, 
* ZuU (shrieking). I guess the dreadful tale ; 
Thou'rt sworn to slay roe! lo i the victim kneels. 
But let me kiss thy hand before it kills, 
And bless my Selim with a dying prayer ! 

Selim, Maid ! not for empires would I harm that 
form 

But clasp it, like my hope of Heaven, thus, 

Warm and diyine to my adoring heart ! 

(Suddenly the rushing steps of Giaffier's guards 
resound and a multitude of lights. pass, rapidly be- 
tween the distant shades. 

Selim ( Wildly) love's hour and lifes hath been. 
Fate clocss oH.. 

Zul. Allah ! the din is up, our steps are$nar'd, 
See ! torches flit and flicker thro' the shades. 
Fly, Selijn, fly ! o&e path remains - y . ah, no ; 
That way they rush ; beset on ev'ry side^ 
Is there nojrcfuge.-left?. • * 

Sef.A grave be mine! 
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Despiteful stars ! In sight of Heaven I founder;., 
Odq boon Zulieka ! 'tis thy Selim s last, . 
Repeat thou lov'st me ! 

ZuL Witness Heaven ! I do. 

Sel. (Exultingly) I /riumph destiny beyond .thee 
still. 

Giaff. (Without) This path, ye slaves ! 

ZuL Allah ! my Father's voice ! 
Oh ! save me, Selim ! save me ! (clings wildly to him) 

With ray blood! 
Crimson must be the hand that rends thee hence ! 
The crowd of pursuers Jilt the Stage by every path. 

Selim enfolding Zulieka with one arm , while he 

advacces his Scymetar with the other 9 stands at bay 

with desperate firmness* Giaffier rushes forward 

the opposite entrance. 

Giaff. Where is the traitor ? 

SeL (elevating his voice to fury) Here ! 'tis Selim 
answers! 

G* a ff* (for a moment recoiling) 
The damned vision of my fears was true / 
Cleave him to earth, and tear her from his arms ! * 

Sel. (To the guards as they agproach) A vaunt, ye 
slaves ! (to Giaffier) Thyself afchieve the deed* 
Thou hoary tratricide ! here bathe MVesh % 
In blood, and with thine own assassin hand ; ' k 
That piere'd the Father, sacrifice the Son ! 

Giaff. (furiously) Thou know'st the secret? perish 
in thy pride ! 
Rush onward Slaves ! o'erwhdm him at a blow i 
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GiaJSer's Svymeier strikes against that of SelimwHa 

with one forceful blow bears it down and lifts his 

own weapon to repeat the stroke, when Zutieka 

shrieks and clasps his ^knees. 

Zul. My Father;, Seiiiri! spare Zulieka's Sire! 
His arm relaxes, at that moment the guards surround 
htm and he drops the blade. 

Sel. That voice hath conquer'd — My blood flows 
alone. f ' ' 

Giaff. Stifle his voice for ever. End him Slaves ! 

Zul. Hold ! here's a vein that gushes at thy word f 
{Rapidly she points her dagger to her bosom.)' 

ZuL Stir but a foot the poignafd strikes. 
Awestruck by the resolute despair of her action, alt 
remain rooted to theit pdsition. 

Zul. Now, cruel Father ! doom thine only Child ! 
For by my soul's despair, a direful oath ! 
Zulieka lives not, if her Selim dies. 
His life, my father !— rgrant it or I strike. 

Giaff. But wed with Osnian and his life is spared. 

Zul. By the blest Koran swear a he lives." . ^ 

Giaff. J swear ! 

' Zul. (staggers across the stage to Gi aff ar's feet.) 
Now then dispose me— bind me as thou wilt. 

Sel. Zi^lieka ! . hold ! I charge, conjure thee holcf.1 

Zul. M^rcy ! I am not Osman's, bride but death's. 
He clasps me now — cold— to ray heart--qold-~ cold \ 

H^ke sinks insensibly 

Giaf. A swoon is on her — be&r her gently in— , f 
Plunge in a duugeon that detested slave ! 
Yes, thou shalt live, but life shall be thy curse ! 

Sel. Prusumptuous tyrant ! I defy thy hate. 
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From Earth's deep centre sfyaft my wrongs»cry forth, 
And reach in thunder the eternal throne, 
Guilt's curse cling round thee with a serpent's coil ; 
Hell haunt thy pillow .^ith prophetic dreams; 
And in thy festal hall stern spectres wait. 
To dash thy goblet with accusing blood ! 
Tremble, thon, nuirdet er ! — Ha I I see thou ddst. 
Thy conscience starts; Abdallah's son hath scared it* 
He sinks thee new — he triumphs even here ! \ 

Selim wrought up to enthusiasm by his 
feelings y departs exultingly amidst the 
Guards, wfiile Giajter, appalled and 
shrinking before the terror of his op- 
ponent's eye,. waves his arm hastily to- 
wards the contrary path. 

SCE^fi III. 

A CdRk'iDOR. 
• .- « . ■'■>•• '< 

Enter Osman, and Hamet the Page follomng him, 

bearing a Chaplet af flowers* 

Osm. Page! bear my bride that coronet of love, 
And tell her Qsman's Jieart is figured there*. 
Say, hast thou twined each mystic flower aright? 

Page. Aye, noble Lord, your page's hand hath » * 
wrought 

Its office cunningly— no tint that to 
Its beauteous contrary, is mated here, • , \ * 

But passion prints some tender meaning in't; 
There's not one tiny leaf about this wreath 
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Btit hath, its mystery,— and Eastern maids, 
Find voice in silence ^Ilablesf in fctgns ! 

DUBtT. . 
Osman and Page. , . 

Ham. Flowers, in the east, can love-tales tell ; ' - - 
Their peneird: foliage lettere are, > 
Eafch Weathing bud— >each dewy bell 
Of sighs and tears are register. . 

Osm. .Go,' Page, and bear the mystic braid ; 
Go bear it to my lady's bower, 
And tell' the bashful blushing maid 
A vow is pledg'd in ev'ry flower. 

Oh joy, she reads the votive wreath, 
And reading, recks its cypher well ; 

Thus flowers in silence seem to breathe 
Such thoughts as language dare not tell. 

' SCENE IV. 7 ,Al oS 

A Subterranean Chamher of ike If dram. 

Hc&8# Enters thro' a< secret dotr qfit$y)alLj con- 
ducting Selim, who is chained. 

ffass. In silenre ( folloW rrie-r-nay, hold thy chains^-* 
I dare not guide '<hei farther:— here we part ' ''" 
5e/tm/Hdw > ''Mst 1 &i!hi >: g^d rhy Dungeon, how 
pae^edme?^^^ " • 
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Hass. I knew each'sedrct pass of the Serai; 
And gladly ventured life to free my prince. 
Some Courts beyond, a guard must challenge thee. 
But such secure-disguise shall shroud thy form, 
Suspicious eye, nay, e'en the tyrant's own, 
May meet, yet mark not ; fly, thou dear youth, and — 

Selim. (Impetuously.) No, Hassan, no, disgu>s* 
for tiembling slaves, 
But not Abdallah's Son. Gods ! in these halls, 
My father's halls, hide from my fathea's foe ? 
No, lead me thus enfettered to his throne ; 
In these vile bonds, I'll grapple With his pride, 
A nd fall tremendous. Life for great R&venge 1 . . \ 

Mass. Madman! Curb thy fierce will, or crush thy 
friends. 

Oh, think, thy country's, thy Zulieka's fate 
AH hang on thine, thou must, thou shalt submit 
Give me thy chains, now. seek the Haram gate 

(He releases Selim'* hands.) 
Behind yon pillar lies a Dervise-vest, 
Such holy garb may well unquestioned pass. 
Hide these beneath, &mi should the worst befall — 
{Presenting two Turkish pistols to Seliifi:} 
SeL Oh I Friend, . rebelling pride yet struggles, 

Wlldry.--p:. «»..*... •.. itt y. t . j i c 

Has. No sqtupj^ n*w^ { if on<# th<^ midnight bei/ 
Be heard lyjSeUmiAtta^^ 
Abydos ao4 Zalkkat both ^ro Lost 
Nay, haste thorny j^n^jr«,tj|e Mg^l terck •„ ./« 

SeL F/asb K^lW«iQ«i.:of: £ ^aK?«CP -9^iH^kt f 
I'll hale its glare as Persians blebs the da w% 

I 
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Yes, to that midnight bell shall shouts reply ; 
Havoc and ruin scale these unblest walls, 
And Fate in thunder tell its last decree. 

[Exeunt Severally 
Hassan returning thro' the secret door. 



SCENE V. 

The Banquetting Hall. 

Illuminated and adorned for the Bridal Feast Its 
lofty lattices are cast open, and thro* . them the 
Moon and Stars are visible in the dark but cloudless 
sky, 

Griajfier, Osman, fyc. Sfc. Enter in state y and occupy 
their places. 

CHORUS. 
All hail! in the hail of his sires to our Lord ! 
And hail to the stranger who feasts at his board ! 

Giaf. (arising from his throne, and looking to- 
wards the open lattice. 
Star of my birth, shine forth ! shed o'er this hour, 
Delighted beams, and track yon midnight sky, 
With lines of glory brighter than the morn. 
Star ! on thy chrystal throne I view thee now, 
'Splendent and beautiously replete with pride. 
'Tis thy clear zenith ! — In thy boundless ken, 
Earth and its dignities lie compass'd now.- * 
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Power, Sceptred state, illimitable rule, 

All the high spirit strives to reach, this pledge 

Atchieves! (clasps O smarts hand.) Abydos and 

Carasman join ! 
Now come the Orient world in arms, our strength 
Defies them. — Bow ye vassals ! Greet my son. 

[A loud Flourish of Instruments. 
( The symbols of Homage offered by the Crowd.) 

Enter Murteza. 
Murt Pacha ! the guards who watch young Selim's 
cell, 

Have cross'd a stranger wandering near their rounds. 
Some reverend Dervise seems the aged man, 
A nd newly from the Pirate's isle escaped. 
Sorely he pray'd his way-worn steps might pass ; 
But I have stay'd him, till thy will be known. 
Giaff. Lead him before us. Sooth ! this pious seer, 
May parle of matters worth a warrior's note. 
(Murteza reurns conducting Selim, disguised as 
a Dervise) 

Giaf Whence comest thou, Dervise ? 

Sel. From the Outlaw's den. 
Cer the wide perilous waters hardly scap'd. 
Last night, by stealth I won a fisher's boat, 
And slipp'd uuheeded from that guilty shore. 
The winds and waves in darkness were my friends, 
And steer'd my age to safety and to thee. 
— With thee, illustrious chieftain ! who can fear. 
Giaf Speak of those robbers, in their rocky hold, 
What guard is kept, their strength and numbers telL 
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SeL Pacha ! the bondsman's eyes, bedimm'd with 
tears, ? 

But scan the grate that locks him from the day ; 

Nor count how many goalers hold the key. 

But oh ! my aged limbs demand tepose*: 

Long watchful hours and tossing Waves hate worn 
them. 

Grant that I now seek food and rest, — Dwell peace 
About thee Chieftain, peace to all — farewell. . 

Giaf Nay, hold thee D.ervise, I command thee, 
stay ! 

My questions must be met with clearer tongue, 
More must thou tell, I love not hajf replies ; 
Sit first and feast, — where all are banqueting 
Thou shalt not pine. — Sla\es swiftly spread the cheer. 
SeL (aside?) Untoward chance, the midnight hour 

so nigh. 
Giaf. What mutterest thou ? 
&/. But an imperfect pray'r, 
That would have bless'd these Hospitable halls. 
Giaf Thy speech be found anon, now rest and feed. 
The slaves have prepared a board apart from 
the rest, at which Selim is constrained to 
seat himself. 

Strike Minstrels, light delighting measures weave, 
While woman's thrilling voice divides the strain. 
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,Three Female Voices. 

Blytbe are the bower&of Mosellii, 

Where all the seasons bloom ; 
There ev'ry voice is melody, 
And ev'ry breeze perfume. 

There's not a path in Mosellai 

But Love hath thridded oft, 
Its fountain murmur hushingly, 

Its brooks flo>v clear and soft. 

Oh Moseltti ! dear Mosellai ! 

[During the singing §el*m cautiously 
shuns the fare and watches in disquietude. 
Giaffier at length observes his ab- 
stinence. 

Giqff. Dervise ! why shar'st thou not the general 
cheer? 

Dost deem us Christians and our feast unbl?st ? 
Why dost thou shun the salt? that sacred pledge 
Which fiercest foemen e'en in friendship binds— 
And Moslem sons once taking dare not break. 

Selim. Pacha ! tho' low and wretched seem I hefe. 
My order's laws I strict and sacred hold.— 
Salt seasons dainties, from such teste I'm sworn — 
I break not bread but at a lonely board, 
.And water from the rill supplies my cpp.— 
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Not for thy lordly sway — thy Sultan's throne — 
Would I impeach the virtue of my vow* 
Then deign I now retire. — Austerity, 
Beseems the cell but wrongs the social hall. 

Giaff. No vow be broken — feast or fast at will — 
But hold thy seat — Nay, Dervise ! I command ! 
No guest departs this hall 'till midnight strikes — 
If stay be penance, yet its span is brief — 
Full soon the bell will warn — 'till then remain. 
Now, bid the Alma's to their wildest air 
Float thro' the many mazes of the dance. — 
Let arts and pleasures crown the waning night ! 

[The Almds or dancing girls of the East 

enter ) and commence an animated dance. 
Selim's disquiet encreases zmtk itsprogress. 
The bell tolls midnight. Giaffier 
at its last stroke rises, and upon a sudden 
action of his, the dancers become sta' 
tionary. Music ceases: 
Giaff. Break off! that bell proclaims the spousal 
hour. 

My noble Osman ! thou lead forth the bride. 

[Suddenly xnid light overspreads the 

distance of the scene. 
Ha ! whence yon sparkling light ? sure 'tis not dawn. 
Some mighty meteor streams athwart the sky.— 
No, by the prophet, no— the flames aspire. 

[The conflagration encreases, and the 

alarm is sounded. 
Ha ! treason's in my walls with sword and fire, 
Fly Osman to my daughter— guard her well. 
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[Osman rushes out precipitately. Selim 
has advanced in the confusion to the open 
lattice, and tcinds his bugle thro' 
Thou villain Dervise ! now the fraud is found 
The pirate's felon spy, not captive thou — 
Hew him to pieces — strike him to my foot ! 

[As the guards rush promiscnously upon 
the Dervise, he rapidly flings off his 
disguise and stands revealed in arms 
before them. Astonishment for a mo- 
ment checks, the crowd. 
" Dastards ! recoil ye from a single arm ? 
Nay ; my own scymeter devotes the slave." 

[Selim standing in the opening of the 
lattice, draws from his girdle the pistols, 
and pointing one with either , hand, faces 
the crowd, and exclaims aloud. 
Set He who but stirs, upon the motion dies I 
Giaff. Selim! 

Sel. Aye, rebel ! he ! thy sov'reign's son ! 

[The alarm bursts furiously without, and 
the flames flash up immediately below 
the lattice. 

Comrades! victorious comrades ! view your chief I 
Stretch forth your shields ; I spring among ye now* 
[Some of the crowd attempt to rush toward 
him. Selim discharges both pistols on 
the instant, then springs down amidst the 
flames without. A deafening shout suc- 
ceeds the action, and the scene chats 
rapidly upon the groupe. 
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SCENE VL 

A CORRIDOR. 

Enter Zor AU, leading Zulieka. 
Zor. Nay, lady, shrink not froria a faithful arm, 
I come deputes to pmt^ct and save thee. 

ZuL 8av^ nic from Osman— save from marriage 
vo%sl • 

Theif will 1 hail thee heaven's appointed guide. 

[Alarms zmshout. 
But hark ! those sounds; rose they from festal hall ? 
Allah ! have revellers a voice so wild ? 

Zor. No, maid ; not banquet how but battle calls — 
Death and destruction pace thy father's courts. 
ZuL Must dying groans then greet me at the 
shrine? 

Yea ! horrors fit Zulieka's bridal well. 

[Alarm*. 

Enter Murteza. 

Mur. Zoran, haste onward to the women's tower; 
There lodge the Princess with her female 1 slaves. 
The perjur'd Hassan hath betray'd his guard, 
And o'er the northern wall new foes rush on. 
So fierce, so countless, they o'erbear defence.' 

Zor. But gallant Osmari — 

Mur. Stems the tide in vain. 
His warriors all dispers'd fail easy prejr, 
While Selim's fatal sabre sweeps despair. 

ZuL Selini! ah! to benignant Genii, thanks. 
Laurels and conquest crown the hero's course, 
And glory be his bride^ tho' I be lost 
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\A violent crash without, succeeded by shouts 
Mur. The massive portal of the haram yeilds, 
And impious foes invade our last retreat. 
Hence lady! they advance — away! away! 

[They hurry Zulieka from the stage. 
[A short interval succeeds, during which 
the shouts of the assailants gradually 
. approach. At length several pirates 
rush onwards as if in furious pursuit. 
Selim follows, and rapidly traverses tk§ 
stage to arrest their progress. 
Sel. Hold, warriors, hold! with reverence tread 
this ground. 
Tis woman's sacred and peculiar bower. 
In your dear honour's name, I charge ye pause — 
Cast spear and sabre low if beauty kneels, 
Nor wreck that bosom man Jisborn to guard. 
Ye too hav« wives and daughters — let their thought, 
Their tender thought — like fire from altars caught, 
Drop on your souls refi ninggrosser flames, 
And temp'fing passion to devotion's heat ! 
That mercy rendered in the stranger's halls 
Allah in blessings on your home repays. 
See — the tower reddens with approaching flames. 
To save, not conquer, now is valor's boast. 
On, warriors, on ! Zulieka be the cry ! 

[Exeunt 



70 



SCENE til. 

INTERIOR OF THE SERAI. 

f The uproar of battle sounds on every side; 
Giaffier enters, followed by MUR- 
TEZA. 

Ginff. Shame and despair! turn from a pirate's 
brand ? 

Will none strike manfully? Ho! Osman! ho! 

3furt. You call upon the grave. — Carasman's chief 
Lies pale and gory, wreck'd by Selim's arm — 
Defence were hopeless — fly, my lord, or yield ! 

Giaff. SlaveT to the last I'll brave malignant fate; 
This hand shall never yield this scymeter, 
'Till vengeance bless, or death unclench its grasp. 

[The fall of buildings without, and furious 
shouts. 

My hunters close me round. — I'll bay them here — 
Murteza ! mount yon tower. — Thou know'st the rest — 
Zulieka must not live a pirate's slave. — 
Thy hand — let me not see her die — away ! 

[Fresh alarms. 

Murteza enters the woman!s tower, just as the 
flames begin to spread within. Selim rushes 
wildly forward in front of the conflagration. 
Selim. Zulieka! God! those spreading flames! 
Zulieka ! 

Giaff. Ha ! Spirits of blood and darkness aid me 
now — 

Accursed traitor! to thy head! thy heart. 

Seliu. Hold, live ! I would avoid and spare thee 
still ; 
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I see thee fallen, and I half could pity. 

Giaffi. I do defy and curse thee — Stripling strike !. 

Selim. Not at Zulieka's site. — Nay, yield but her, 
Mine and my father's wrongs are all forgiven. 
Giaff. (with a cry of bitter exultation ) 
Ha ! have I found a way to blast thy pride, 
And make thee curse in hopelessness of soul ? 
The poignard, saves my daughter from thy arms. 
Know, that a trusty slave, by my command, 
Aye, boy — her sire's command, now strikes her dead 
Selim may conqner; but Zulieka dies. 

Selim Thou firest my brain, — fell murderer give 
me way ! 

Giaff. To life's last gasp, my body bars the pass. 

Selim. (franticly) Have at thy breast, no angel 
guards it now. . 

Th ey engage in desperate conflict — at length 
they close, and grappling hand to hand, 
struggle to rend away each other's scymt- 
tar. At the instant, Abdallah heading a 
band of the Pirates, precipitates himself 
upon the stage behind the combatants, 
and exclaims, with an appalling voice 

Abdal. Hold. 

At the sound, each party falls back- to an 
opposite side of the scene, and gazes upon 
Abdallah, who maintains his attitude in 
the centre. 

Giaff. (rooted by surprize) The grave and hell 
conspire to cheat my sight. 

k 2 
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He draws his hand rapidly across his eyes 
as if to clear his vision/ then desperately 
looks again* 
Is't gone ? — No, no ; the dreadful form is there. 
The dead rise round as to avenge aud blast . 
Tremendous spectre ! — nay, I brave thee still — 
Again I'll strike. — By hell have at thee thus! 

He lifts his scymetar, Abdallah points to 
the wound upon his breast, Gmffier shud- 
ders convulsively, and drops the weapon 
from his nerveless hand. 
His eyes for a moment roll haggardly, 
then with one deep graon he falls toward 
Abdallah' s feet, insensible. 
Abdal. Guilt and his fate overwhelm him — save 
him yet. 

Some of the Pirates lift Giaffier partly Jb*> 
ward. A crash is heard from the interior of 
the Building ; part of the wall falls upon 
one side — The shriek of women follows. 
Selim. That cry!— Allah! 'twas hers! ZuliekaV 
cry ! 

Abdallah forcibly catches his arm as h* 
rushes towards the /lames. 
Abdal. My son, forbear. 
Sel:m. Away, away ! she called — 
In life, in death no arm divides us more. 

He breaks with overwhelming frenzy 
through all opposition, and springs into 
the ruin. Immediately after the entire 
upper front falls down and exhibits the 
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Apartments within. Zulieka pursued by 
Murteza, is seen rushing throughthe fire 
to the head of a staircase. 
Zul. Save me! — My father, hear and save your 
child! 

Murt. You plead in vain, my oath constrains the 
blow. 

XuL Ah! — Mercy! Mercy! 

She shrieks in frantic agony, and tzvists her 
arms round the pillar at the. head of the 
stairs. Selim, at the same moment is 
seen climbing towards her. He exclaims 
mth fervour. 

SeL Allah grants thy prayer ! 

Zul. Selim! 

Murt. Nor he, nor Heaven saves thee now. 

[Muiiteza lifts the dagger threateningly 
to strike. A second crash is heard, and 
the entire floor of the apartment gives 
way and sinks with Murteza into the 
flames below. Zulieka by clinging to 
the stone pillar is preserved. Selim 
gains the head of the staircase, receives 
her in his arms, and disappears with her 
dorm the steps which yet remain un- 
broken. 

AbdaL Parent of mercies! guard my boy! 

[Selim, forcing his return over the perilous 
ruin, bears Zulieka forward triumph- 
antly. 
SeL She lives! 
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Delirious extacy ! For me she lives ! 
Zulieka ! Bride of Abydos ! Selim's bride ! 

[Giaffier uncloses his eyes, and rests 
them upon hisdaughter, whilst A bd all ah 
joins her hand to Selim's. The pirates 
groupe triumphantly about the distance 
of the scene, and amidst the shouts of 
victory the curtain falls. 




liorfwt'll, Pi inter, Theatre Royal, Drury Lane. 



Digitized by Google 



OFFICE 

FOR THE 

Sale of the Acting-Drama, 

11. BRYDGES-STREET. 



Just Published, 

The following New and Popular DRAMAS, as now performing 
with the greatest Applause : 

1. Richard Duke of York, an Historical 
Drama, founded on the Three Parts of Shakspeare's 
Henry Sixth ; with a copious Preface, Critical and 
Explanatory. Price 4s. 

2. Falls of Clyde: a Melo-Draraa. By 
George Soane, Esq. Author of the Inn-Keeper's 
Daughter. Price 2s. 6d. 

3. The Cobbler of Preston : a Musical Farce, 
altered from Johnson. Price Is. 6d. 

In the Press, and speedily will be published in 
Numbers, a new, cheap, and elegant Edition of the 
Acting Drama, corrected from the Prompter's 
books, and illustrated by highly finished Portraits of 
the principal performers in character. 
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